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The squadron broke into a trot. The talk died away.
-Only the clatter of innumerable horse-hoofs and the jingle
of tightly-strapped cossack equipment rang in accord
through the forest.
There was fighting going on not far from the Listnitskys'
estate. The Red Army men were running in a dense crowd
along a waterless valley to one side of Yagodnoe. Shrapnel
was bursting above their heads, machine-guns were firing
at their backs, and a stream of men from a Kalmyk regiment
poured over the hill to cut off their retreat.
Gregor arrived with his regiments when the battle was
over. The two Red Army companies covering the retreat
of the shattered forces and baggage-trains of the fourteenth
Mironov division were smashed by the Kalmyk regiment
and completely destroyed. On the heights above the valley
Gregor remarked as he handed over the command to
Yermakov:
" They've managed here without us. You go and make
contact; I'm just going to slip along to that estate for a
moment."
" What for ? " Yermakov asked in surprise.
" Well, that's difficult to say. I worked here when I was
a youngster, and something draws me to take a look at the
old spots. . . ."
Calling Prokhor, Gregor turned in the direction of
Yagodnoe. They had ridden a quarter of a mile when,
looking back, he saw a white sheet, which one of the cossacks
had thoughtfully brought along, fluttering in the wind at
,the head of the squadrons.
" It looks just as though they were surrendering! "
Gregor thought anxiously, and he watched with a vague
yearning at his heart as slowly, almost it seemed reluctantly,
the column dropped into the valley, towards a mounted
group of Sekretov men, who were riding at a trot straight
across the grass to meet them.
An air of mournfulness and neglect welcomed Gregor as
through the tumbledown gateway he rode into the courtyard.
The yard was overgrown with goosefoot. Yagodnoe was
unrecognisable. Everywhere he saw signs of terrible neglect
and ruin. The once handsome house was dingy, and almost
seemed to have sunk on its foundations. The long unpainted
foof was marked with yellow patches of rust, broken gutter